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* is N for Poets, who dice em N of their 
Merit from the Influence of Beauty, 0 
much of their Exiſtence. to hig Rank, to look. up 
to both for Protection. Whoſe, then can the Author 
of the following Poem more p * folicit than your 
Ladyſhip's, in whom elevated. and captivating - 
Beauty happily unite,, and * ho more admired for 
the Endowments of the Mind for your high No- 
bly and ample Fand r "I 
1 have fome Vani 1 in | acknowledging the Honour 
an have done me, of permitting this Addreſs ; for it 
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flatter myſelf, that the Imperfections of my Perform- 
ance will, in a great Meaſure, diſappear under the Luſtre 
of your high Station, and the Sanction of your Judg- 
ment. | 


However ſtrong my Inclinations may be to eflþatiate 
on your Ladyſhip's Accompliſhments, both natural and 
acquired, I muſt reſtrain them, left I ſhould expoſe 


my own Weakneſs, by enlarging on a Topic, that I am 


certain the Public have already conceived a true and 
adequate Idea of; beſides, Madam, he would only 
lay himſelf open to the Shafts of Ridicule, who ſhould 
attempt to impoſe on your Ladyſhip's good Senſe and 


clear Judgment with any Thing that tended to Adula- 
tion. . * 


Cicero has ſome where in his Offices an Adage, im- 
plying, „ That Life, though crowned with every Bleſ- 
ſing, if ſpent in Solitude, and ſeparated from Society, 
were leſs eligible than Death.” I think, Madam, you 
will give your Aſſent to the above Propoſition, and 
agree with me, that the Pleaſures of Society are the 
pureſt and moſt ſatisfactory that this World can afford; 
1 mean that Kind of Society where chaſte good Hu- 
mour, eaſy Affability, benevolent Wit, and refined 
Taſte revel round the ſprightly Board, under the In- 
fAuence of all the ſocial Virtues. 

It is no Wonder that your Ladyſhip is ſo com- 
pleatly accompliſhed to preſide in, enliven, and _ 

ſu 
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ſuch Society; you have it by right of Succeſſion, de- 


ſcended as you are from a Father, whom his late Ma- 
jeſty, of ever glorious Memory, eſteemed as the fineſt 
and moſt accompliſhed Gentleman in his Dominions, 
and whoſe Ducheſs was an Ornament to the Court, ſo 
that it ould be very extraordinary, were you any other 
than what you are. 


Virtue is the Baſis upon which ſuch Society muſt be 
founded, it may be conſidered as the heavenly Cement 
uniting congenial Souls, encreaſing their Joys, and di- 
miniſhing their Cares in a duplicate Proportion. 


Good Senſe is the immediate Handmaid and Con- 
comitant of Virtue, of heavenly Extraction, and in- 
terwoven with our Being, heightens every ſocial Joy, 
and is another eſſential Ingredient for fixing and pro- 
moting ſuch Society. The only Quality I ſhall fur- 
ther mention, is good Nature, a Word (as the. immor- 
tal Dryden has obſerved) much abuſed; like Gold, 
the pureſt of Metals, it gilds and adorns wherever 
it appears: it is the cordial Drop of Life, and guides 
us in the ways of Truth and Virtue, I ſhall not en- 
large on theſe Topics, nor run the Hazard of offending 
your Ladyſhip's Delicacy, by dwelling too much on 
your amiable Character, or expreſſing, at large, m 
Veneration for your many illuſtrious and unaffected Vir- 
tues. 


I hope, 
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I hope, and doubt not, the Reader will agree with 
me, that no Lady poſſeſſes more fully the different Ac- 
compliſhments and Qualities I have hinted at, as ne- 
ceſſary for promoting and cultivating the moſt perſect 
Society. In whoſe Life and Manners is Virtue more 
conſpicuous, or in whoſe Converſation is fougd more 
ripened Judgment or ſolid Senſe? Who feels more 
truly the Diſtreſſes of your fellow Creatures, or more 
readily gives the generous Relief? Who more inclined 
to put the beſt and moſt favourable Conſtruction upon 
the Words and Actions of others? 


It is Your Ladyſhip's peculiar Happineſs to pleaſe 
every Body; and your own happy Diſpoſition to be 
pleaſed communicates general Satisfaction: While ſuch 
is your Conduct, that Envy is diſarmed, and all allow 


you do Honour to your high Station. 


In ſhort, Madam, the Integrity of your Actions, and 
the Sincerity of your Words, with a Promptneſs to 
do good, and a Steadineſs to avoid Evil, with a Heart 
free from the leaſt Tincture of Envy or Vanity, makes 
you happy to yourſelf, and uſeful to others, and are 
the Reaſons why I ventured thus to approach you, - 
and to lay the following Lines at your Feet. 


I know by Experience what I affirm to be true, as 
I have the Honour to be perſonally acquainted with your 
Ladyſhip ; and am very conſcious it is not in my Power, 


by 
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by any Means, to repreſent your many unaffected Vir- 
tues in adequate Terms. 


I have already encroached too much on your Leiſure ; 
and ſhall only add, that it will give me great Satisfac- 
tion to find that the following Performance will not be 
thought altogether unworthy of your Protection; and 
though I fear the Teſt of your Judgment, yet I am not 
without Hopes, that your prevailing and ruling Prin- 
ciple, Good Nature, will induce you and the Reader to 
overlook the many Faults that may appear to their 
better Judgment and ſuperior Taſte, as the Author has 
the Honour to be, Madam, with all poſſible Reſpect, 
and the moſt perfect Eſteem, 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt devoted, 
and much obliged, 


Humble Servant, 


LoNnDON, 
March 2d, 1761. 


WILLIAu BALTOUR MappEN. 
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Inſcribed to Sir RALPH GORE, Bart. 


RUS US“, accept the Tribute of a Friend, 
His Theme, your Merit, and your Fame his End, 
When torn by Honour, from each ſocial Band, 

Your Weeping Kindred, and your native Land ; 

Glory thro' many a deathful Field you ſought, 

And in far Regions for your Country fought. 


* Sir Ralph Gore, Bart. is the Perſon here alluded to, under the feigned Name 
of Druſus : He ſerved his firſt Campaign in the Year 1744, in French Flanders, 
under Marſhal Wade, in the Year 1745, fought under the Banners of his Royal 
Highneſs the Duke of Cumberland, was a Captain in n Regiment, and 
was wounded ſeverely by a Muſket- ball in the Arm. 


He was at the Battle of Rotour i in the Year 1746, when the Allied Army was 
commanded by Prince Charles of Lorrain, and the Engliſh by Lord Ligonier, and 
fought againſt the Rebels in Scotland the latter End of the Year. In the Year 
1747 he ſerved under his Royal Highneſs the Duke, and was at the Battle of 
Lafelt. In the Year 1748 ſerved at Home, under his Royal Highneſs the Duke, 
He now commands the 92d Regiment of the Donnegal Light Infantry, under the 
Auſpices of our illuſtrious and glorious Monarch Georges III. 


_ My 
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My anxious Soul ſtill kept your Steps in View, —_ 
And, ſafe from Danger, often ſigh'd for you, 

Mark'd all your Motions thro' th' embattl'd Plain, 

Wept o'er your Wounds, and ſicken'd at your Pain, 

Smil'd at the Trophee and the laurel'd Crown, 

And fondly triumph'd in his Friend's Renown. 


At length reſtor'd, with full and due claim, 
By Joy preceded, waited on by Fame, 
Your ſafe Return glad Hibernia meets, 
The beſt and braveſt of her Sons ſhe greets ; 
Applauding Crouds your welcome Preſence grace, 
And Friendſhip claſps you with a ſtrict embrace. 


No longer now the ſcenes of Death delight 
The ranging Squadrons and deforming Fight; 
Far other Cares, your Patriot Mind engage, 
Amid the Good, the Social, and the Sage. 
In Senates to aſſert the public Cauſe, 
To weigh the deep Solemnity of Laws, 
With balmy Hand, his Country's Wounds to heal, 
And prop the Baſis of her tottering Weal. 


And now his ſpacious Board with Plenty crown'd, 
His Gueſts and boon Aſſociates ſmiling round. 
With pleaſing Converſe he regales their Taſte, 
And gives a richer Flavour to the Feaſt. 
Now makes the Joke, and genial Glaſs to flow, 
The Eye to ſparkle, and the Cheek to glow ; 
And gayly blends the circulating Bowl, 
With ſocial Mirth, the Nectar of the Soul. 


Thus 


Thus wiſely living at his gay Retreat, 
His Bard attends, a Bard becomes the Great; 
A Bard, the meaneſt of the tuneful Train, 
Vet warm'd by Friendſhip to an equal Strain. 


All hail Belliſle, unrival'd Manſion hail ! | 
Woods, Lawns, and circling - Waters, Hill and Dale 
On thee has partial Nature pour'd her Store, 
So fondly laviſh, Art can add no more, 

Thee to deſcribe I enterprize with Awe, 

And trembling ſketch, what none alive can draw. 
To thee from ev'ry Quatter haſte the Gales, 
Dwell on thy Waves, and breath upon thy Vales. 
Sooth'd into Zephirs here the Winds relent, | 
And thro' thy Branches, whiſperſ their Content; 
Loth to deface thy Flowrets as they paſs'd, 

Or greet thy beauties. with too rude a Blaſt. 


Oh! might I: hope with ſimulating Grace, 
To emulate the Wonders of thy Place. 
Wide as thy fair Expance, of Waves to flow, 
Bright as thy Scenes of varying Tints to glow: . 
High as thy Cloud-capt: Mountain to aſcend, | - | 
Rich as thy flow'ry Vallies to extend. iy; 
Then ſhould Belliſle ſurpaſs Arcadia's Plains, 
Or Cowper's-Hill, in Denham's epic Strains. 

And ce'ti aſpite with Windſor to engage; 
That lives to Fate in Pope's eternal Page. 
Now Belliſle's Groves and aromatic Bowers 
Appear before me, by Poetic Powers. 
Yiion2 eooet'd Hb | B@ vi. + Delight- 
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Delightful Scenes, in quick ſueceſſion paſs, | 
Buy Verſe reflected in the mental Glaſs. 


We liſt not to invoke the Pow'rs Divine, 
Of laurel'd Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine: 
Nor borrow Paſſion from the Cybil's || Cell, 

Nor drain the Dregs of Aganippe's & Well. 

More genial Pow'rs our ſwelling Breaſt inſpire, 
And with a warmer, dearer Rapture fire; 
Three here with no fictitious Beauties warm, 
Beyond the Siſters three times three, in Form 
* Amanda, + Sylvia, Þ Stella, theſe we ſtile 
The living Muſes of Hibernia's Ifle. 

Or Graces Daughters of Olympic Jove, 

Or Godeſſes who erſt on Ida ſtrove. 

Or each ſufficient on a ſecond Green, 

From Juno, Pallas, and the Paphian Queen, 
Were I the happy Paris of the Day, 

To bear the Prize for Charms and Worth away : 
For them my nightly Meditations wakes, 

From. them its warmeſt Inſpiration takes, 
Inſtructs the Verſe with kindred Grace to pleaſe, 
To flow with Elegance, to turn with Eaſe ; 
Prometheus like, with Boldneſs to aſpire, 

And at their Eyes light up poetic Fire. 


| Cybile was the Daughter of Heaven and Earth, and Wife to Saturn ; way 
worſhipped by her Prieſts with the Sound of Drum, Taber, Pipe, and Cymbal. 


A famous Well in Bœotia, by Mount Helicon, facred to the Muſes. 


* Lady Louiſa Conolly, | + Lady Gore, 4 Miſs Frances Conolly. 
Peace 
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Peace to the Joys the ſportive Country yields, 
The gurgling Rivulets, the bleating Fields, 
The chirping Hedges, and the warbling Groves, 
The cooing Eloquence of am'rous Doves. 
The whiſtling Plowman, the reſounding Flail, 
The rural Sonnet at the milky Pail, 
The Star-beſpangl'd Eve, the Morning gay, 
That breathes the tedded Fragrance of the Hay ; 
The ſteepy Foreſt, and the tangled Brake, 
The headlong Heav'n, and Landſcape in the Lake. 
The boundleſs Verdure dropt with balmy dew, 
The vaulted Canopy, of radiant blue. 
The freſh Expance of Ether, ſpread between, 
The breezy Rapture and the ſtill ſerene. 
Here, here the Joys and Charities unite, 
Here mental Wiſdom weds with Heart Delight ; 
Here Innocence is Contemplation's Heir, 
Here Virtue turned to Pleaſure, laughs at Care ; 


Frees ev'ry opening Senſe from Guilt's controul, 
And ent'ring ſinks in Peace upon the Soul. 


Thus was Belliſle, by forming Heav'n deſign'd, 
The Model of its Maſter's radiant Mind 
Juſtly beneficent, ſerenely great, 

Humanely bold, and careleſsly compleat. 

Gay without Rudeneſs, frank without Offence, 

Tempering light Sallies with the Weight of Senſe. 

Humbly ſuperior, eaſy without Art, 

His Manners take their Poliſh from his Heart. 

Such are thy Lineaments, illuſtrious Youth, 

From Nature copied, by the Hand of Truth: _ 
Such: 
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Such to the Public is the Portrait known, 


Of Druſus, yet, which Druſus will not own. 


To Boat's the Word, to Boat, to Boat they cry, 
The Waters, Woods, and ecchoing Hills reply. 
Rouz'd at the chearful Summons, one and all, 

At once we iſſue from the founding Hall. 

Adown the ſloping verdant Lawn we run, 

Full in our Sight deſcends the glowing Sun, 

The glad Attendants pour obſequious round ; | 
Oars, Nets, and ready Tackle ſpread the Ground. 
A ſumptuous Pinnace near the Beach reclin'd, 
Spreads her bright Pennants to the curling Wind, 
Eager to quit the Firmneſs of the Land, 

Each Hero takes a Goddeſs by the Hand. 

We mount the Deck, the ſprightly Clarions ſound, 
Inſpir'd we hear, and look with Rapture round. 
Here vivid Levels from the Proſpect fly, 

There the brown Umbrage bounds the ſearching Eye. 
Aſpiring Woods here ſcale th' æthereal Height, 

Here mingling Lawns break chearful on the Sight. 
There pendant Foreſts ſkirt the winding Shore, 
Foreſts with Moſs, of former Ages hoar ; 

Within the Waters, downward, Foreſts grow, 

And touch the Diſtance, of the Sky below. 


Far to the Front extends the Lake's Expanſe, 
The Sun-Beams, on the curling Surface dance ; 
From Shore to Shore a dazling Paſſage glow'd, 


And pay'd, with liquid Gold, our watry Road. 


Puſh'd 


Le 1 
Puſh'd from the Beach, we launch into- the Deep, 
Reſpondent Oars a timely Meaſure keep. 
We leave the leſſening Objects far behind, 
We 2 the fluttering Canvaſs to the Wind. 
On ev'ry Hand, to our admiring Eyes, 
+ New Proſpects open, and new Scenes ariſe. 
Again thoſe Scenes and Proſpects die away, 
Again thoſe riſe to Sight as thoſe decay. 
To right, to left, or whither moving round, 
Our View a Group of circling Iſlands bound. 
We row, and now again, on either Side, 
The Proſpects vary, and the Lands divide, 
With ſudden Inlet, and with new Delight; 
Long watry Viſtas ſtretch before the Sight; 
Nor give a Limit to the wondring Eye, 
Save by black Mountains, or cerulean Sky. 
For as Heav'n's Azure boundleſsly diſplay d, 
With Stars of thick Irradiance lies inlaid. 
Such, and ſo fair, this inland Ocean ſmiles, 
Gemm'd with an Affluence of diſparting Iſles. 
All happy Ifles, as thoſe Heſperian named, 
By priſtine Bards, for priſtine Beauty fam'd. 
Whoſe Orchards bowed beneath the bloomy Load, 
With Fruits of Golden Vegetation glow'd. 
But here we boaſt no Fables like to theſe, 
In his wide Circuit over Lands and Seas ;- 
The Sun from North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Sees none ſo bright, ſo beaut'ous, or ſo bleſs'd. 


Theſe he beholds, as Gems with varying Pride, 
Set in the Silver of the circling Tide ; 


Far 


BA 
For Ev'ry Iſle aſſumes a different Grace, 
And claims a Form peculiar to its Place : 
Theſe with ſhagg'd Horrors, and a fearful Steep, 
Impend and threaten to o'erwhelm the Deep. 
4 Theſe in chaotic Rocks, of monſtrous Size, 
ill And Figures of romantic Wildneſs riſe ; 
i | In Robes of Ruſſet Tincture theſe are ſeen, 
Theſe clad in Groves of everlaſting green, 
While others with Autumnal Foliage glow, 
Dipt in the Colours of the ſhow'ry Bow. 


And now we ſhip our Oars, our Anchor caſt, 
And bind the furling Canyas to the Maſt. 


We ſeize our Rods, the circling Links untwine, 
And to the Gale let looſe the flowing Line. 
Deſtruction to the Finny Race we breath, 

And beat the Barb, that ſubtedly lurks beneath. 


Fair Regent of the Day, with Honours graced, 
Lo, in the midſt, was gentleſt Sylvia plac'd; 
As Cleopatra on the Cydnus, ſeen, a 
Of eviry Heart, as well as Ægypt Queen; 
For Grace peculiar, Sylvia, take the Prize, 
Good, fair, and faithful, charitable, wiſe. 
Ye blooming Nymphs, from her Example know, 
"That gentle Manners conquer all below. 
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| Dear to us all, and lovely to the Sight, 
| Amanda fits like faireſt Amphitrite, 
Drawn in her Car of Pearl, while Tritons ſound 


The vocal Shell, and Dolphins ſport around. gee! 
ce! 
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See | Stella moves, in Geſture, Face, and Air, 
Ev'n as the Sea-born Aphrodite Fair: 
When firſt to Sight, her radiant Form ſhe rais'd, 
And wond'ring Mortals worſhipp'd as they gaz'd. 


Each Nymph aſſumes a Rod, the tap'ring Wand, 
Trembles within the Whiteneſs of theic Hand. 
The Lines fly off, from whoſe immerging Ends, 
The dancing Cork, and covert Steel depends. 

From every Nook the bright-ey'd Perch reſort, 
And dare the tempting Dangers of the Sport. 


The firſt Succeſs to Sylvia's Art was due, 
Light o'er the Wave her glitt'ring Prize ſhe drew ; 
Stretch'd on the Deck, the little Struggler lies, 
And, panting, ſpreads its ſcarlet Finns, and dies. 


Amanda bore the ſecond Prize away, 
And ſhew'd, exulting, her reſplendent Prey, 
Then, ſwiftly drew, the Scales reflect the Light, 
And caſt a Gleam of Silver croſs the Sight. 


Fortune, the third Succeſs to Stella brought, 
By ſuch an Angler who would not be caught? 
Again ſhe whirl'd her lender Line, and trait 
Another Perch takes down the fatal Bait, 
Compaſſive Sentiments her Boſom fill, 

The Virgin ſighs, and kindly mourns her Skill. 
Back to the Flood the glitt ring Prey ſhe caſt, 
Again the Fool returns, again is faſt. 


C Ah! 
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Ah! tempting Anglers, tell us whither lies 


4 This fond Enchantment, in your * or r 

bl Do ye, like Baſiliſks, as Authors fay, 5 
l With faſcinating Looks, attract the Prey? | 

i} Or does your Rod, like Circe's charming Wand, 

4 | Receive its Magic from the witehful Hand? | 

i Whate'er our Doom, we yield to Beauty's, Law, 5 

If! None can reſiſt wheneer you pleaſe to draw. oy 

k Now, the broad Sun deſcends the weſtern * 


Wn And ſhoots a level Radiance, o'er the Deep. 
The Gales recline upon their watry Bed, 

i And ev'ry Wave uncurls its ſinking. Head. 

| We now no more the pleaſing Taſk. purſue, 
One hundred caught, we bid the Lake adieu. 


We launch our Oars, To Land, to Land, they cry, 
The luſty Boatmen ev'ry Nerve apply. 
On either Hand the Coaſts partake our Speed, 
And from our parting Stern with Haſte recede. 


Soft Flutes, and Clarions, breathe their ſprightly Notes, 
Thro' the ſtill Air, the wafted Muſic floats ; 
Chear'd by the Symphony, ſmooth Erne ſmiles, 
And Echo anſwers from the circling Iſles. 


We gain the Shore, deſcending Vapours ſhun, 
And part Hibernia “ at departing Sun. 


* The Name of a Boat, equally famous for good failing and elegant Orna- 
ments. 


Our 
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Our late Return, a ready Banquet meets, 
And with a Steam of quick ning Odour greets. 
Happy and chearful we prolong the Feaſt, 
And add the Charms of Converſe to the Taſte. 


Surrounding Tapers now renew the Day, 
The Banquet to the enliv' ning Glaſs gives Way; 
Bright as the Morn, our ruby d Nectar glows, 
Free as the Wine, our Converſation flows. 


All mean Ideas in our Mind ſuppreſt 
Now Mirth and Love expands each friendly * 
The jocund Hours on Silver Pinions fly, 


Old Time grew young, and nimbly caper'd by. 


IIII fare the churliſh Boors, however ſtil'd, 
Who from the ſocial Board the Sex exil d. 
The gentle Sex, whom God and Nature made, 
Our Good, our Joy, our Solace, and our Aid. 
Whoſe dulcet Manners, and whoſe Form imparts, 
Joy to our Eyes, and Pleaſure to our Hearts. 
Who ſooth the furious, and the rude reclaim, 
And harmonize the Diſcord of our Frame. 


When from the feſtal Room they glide away, 
With them goes Joy, as with the parting Day. 
The Soul's divine Compunctions are defy'd, 

We caſt the Rein of chaſt'ning Silk afide. 
And to the Heart-felt Bliſs of Virtue's Lore, 


Succeed licentious Riot and Uproar. 
C 2 
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Then are the Gates unbarr'd, of Death and Sin, 
And Bacchus and his Tygers enter in, 


Silenus next, who for a Wit muſt paſs, 


And not unfitly, ſeated on an Aſs. 
Priapus follows, with his Foot obſcene, 
And grining Satyrs cloſe the horrid. Scene. 
If Wine and Ate hap not to invite, 
The Centaurs and the Lapythæ in Fight. 


Far different Tranſports dignify Belliſle, 
And o'er the Bacchanalian Revels ſmile. 
We look with Pity on the Scenes below, 
Scenes of ſhort Rapture, bound to laſting Woe, 


The moral World o'erthrown, by Paſſions blind, 


And fitful Gleams, the Chaos of the Mind. 
No ribald Mummeries, or Jeſts obſcene, 


Come from the honeſt Heart, or Soul ſerene. 


From Men of Letters, ſenſible, and ſincere, 
The coyeſt Maid has no Offence to fear. 
Where Reaſon ſheds clear Radiance to the Sight, 
And Virtue is the Source of pure Delight. 


The Glory on each Feature is expreſs'd, 
And intimates the Heav'n within the Breaſt, 
Such is the Bliſs of this diſtinguiſh'd Place, 
Where letter'd Senſe unites with female Grace; 
Where Freedom acts with Elegance and Eaſe, 
And levell'd by good Nature, Point can pleaſe. 
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Here 


Here the gay Fair, all- tempting to the View, 


Yet ſure of the Reſpect to Virtue due, 
Gladly deſcend the titled Steep of Pride, 

And caſt the Coil of State and Form aſide. 
Our Mirth with ſprightly Sallies they excite, 
As Light'ning nimble, and as Light'ning bright. 
Caught in the kindling Rhapſody, we burn, 
And the like Meaſure that we take, return, 
So flies the feather'd Cock from Hand to Hand, 
When Boards of emulating Skill withſtand, 
Repuls'd with equal Art, 'tis here, 'tis there, 
And floats a new Inhabitant of Air. 


Young Atticus, in whom we ſee combin'd, 

An open Heart, with a diſcerning Mind; 

Who loves to cheriſh in another's Breaſt, 

The Worth of which he is himſelf poſſeſs dd; 
That night for Humour brilliant, free, and gay, 
Carried the long conteſted Prize away. 

His Turns of Wit we reliſh and admire, 

And to like Excellence in vain aſpire. 


The Clock ſtrikes Twelve, upon the Silver Bell, 


We riſe, and each repeats a fond Farewell. 
In gentle balmy Sleep we now repoſe, 

That heav'nly Comfort to all human Woes ; 
The Cordial mild, for anxious Grief and Care, 
Wiſely ordain'd, our Nature to repair ; 

Sunk in Oblivion, all the Senſes reſt, 

And calm the Motion of the ſwelling Breaſt. 


Where 


We boot, we ſpur, all eager for the Chace, 
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Where Virtue daily wakes, within the Mind, 
No Want of Cordials to make Somnus kind. 
Inclin'd on Down, and wrapt in ſnowy Lawn, 
We ſtretch our careleſs Limbs, and ſleep till Dawn. 


With roſy Streaks Aurora gilds the Morn, 
Saddle the Horſes, Huntſman, wind your Horn : 
With Tranſports its enlivining Sound we hear, 
And our light Hearts beat Meaſure to our Ear, 


Our active Limbs quick flowing Spirits brace. 

At the leaſt Hint, the willing Servants move, 
Prompted by Duty, and inſpir'd by Love: 

To Horſe, to Horſe, our hunting Whips in Hand, 
Inſtant we mount, for Druſus gave Command, 


Twice twenty Hounds of well. known Lineage bred, 
Soon o'er the dewy Lawn in Silence ſpread; 
Till Daſhwood open'd, and Bumber, ever true, 
Frolick and wanton, all the Pack hark too. 
In Chorus then, the merry Dogs unite ; 
The Fox broke Cover, and flew off like Light, 
Tally we ſhout, and o'er the Valley ſweep, 
With Steps more lab'ring, climb the rugged Steep. 
While to the Muſic of the mettled Hounds, 
The vocal Wood, and anſwering Hill reſounds. 
To ſeize our Prey, we preſs with eager Speed, 
Ofer Walls and Ramparts ſprings the flying Steed. 
Still forward, our impetuous Courſe we ply, 
And back both Hills and V 


Not 


